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sound, Fancourt released Marie who rushed towards
Longford for protection.
" Ralph," she exclaimed, clinging to him, " how glad
I am to see you! I'll explain everything."
Longford shook off her fingers brusquely as though
her touch contaminated him. Before he could speak,
however, Fancourt, livid with rage, hissed, "Now I
know that all the stories about you and Longford are
true. Fm gkd you refused to marry me. I don't want
other people's mistresses. I'd have left you alone from
the start, if you'd only told me the truth."
To command silence, Longford raised his right hand
in which he held the latchkey. Catching sight of it,
Fancourt remarked to Longford with a sneer, "I
apologize for intruding in what must be your flat as
I see you have the latchkey."
As Donald strode towards the door, clumsy in his
rage, he knocked over the small table that supported
the signed portrait of Liszt, which had once belonged to
Paul Drayton. There was a crash, and a sound of broken
glass added to the storm. The likeness was on the
floor, the oak frame was broken. Marie moaned.
To her it seemed that Liszt, her father's idol and her
own, ky bleeding before her. Heedless of the damage
he had done, Fancourt left the flat, banging the front
door behind him.
The mask-like impassivity of Longford's countenance
terrified Marie.
" Ralph," Marie implored, " I'm innocent, believe me.
I ought to have told you that, for the last two or three
months, Fancourt has been begging me to marry him.
Of course I've always refused, for I've no love for any
man but you. Donald always behaved himself until
to-day, so I didn't think it worth while to bother you,
nor to spoil our meetings by letting even the thought of
another man come between us."
" There's no nee4 for melodrama; you're not oa the